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whole  stock   and   breed,   even   down   to   the
ancient mother of " that fell house of hate,"-

" The gaunt grey nightmare in the furthest sinoke,
The hag that gave these three abortions birth,
Unniotherly mother and unwomanly
Woman, that near turns motherhood to shame,
Womanliness to loathing : no one word,
No gesture to curb cruelty a whit
More than the she-pard thwarts her playsoine whelps
Trying their milk-teeth on the soft oj the throat
O5 the first fawn, flung, with those beseeching eyes,
Flat in the covert!    How should she but couch,
Lick the dry lips, unsheathe the blunted claw,
Catch 'twixt her placid eyewinks at what chance
Old bloody half-forgotten dream may flit,
Born when herself was novice to the taste,
The while she lets youth take its pleasure " (iv. 40).

But, then, if the poet has lighted up for
us these grim and appalling depths, he has
not failed to raise us too into the presence of
proportionate loftiness and purity.

"Tantuin vertice in auras
Aetherias quantum radice in Tartara tendic.33

Like the gloomy and umbrageous grove of
which the Sibyl spake to the pious JSiieas,
the poem conceals a golden branch and golden
leaves. In the second volume, Guido, servile
and false, is followed by Caponsacchi, as noble